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CHAPTEE XL

OF THE  PLAINS

AT the head of these rolling prairies stands Denver,
City of the Plains.

A few months ago (time runs swiftly in these
western towns ; two years take yon back to the
middle ages, and a settler of five years' standing is
a patriarch) Denver was a wifeless city.

" I tell you, sir," exclaimed a fellow-lodger in
the wooden shanty known to emigrant and miner as
the Planter's House, " five years ago, when I first
came down from the gulches into Denver, I would
have given a ten-dollar piece to have seen the skirt
of a servant-girl a mile off."

This fellow was sitting at a lady's feet ; a lady
of middle age and fading charms ; to whom, an
hour or so afterwards, I said, " Pray, madam, is the
gentleman who would have given the ten- dollar